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Once upon a time... 


Author's Notes: 

This one is definitely a lot darker than the one | wrote before. 

If you like it, it will continue. It will probably have about 4 chapters. 

| guess it is all written in my disclaimer, but here | feel like | have to mention again that this is purely fictional 
and in no way based on true events. 

Its just what my weird imagination makes out of dark music. 


| hope you like it, please leave a short review if you do, so | know that | don't write it just for myself =) 


Where am I? 

Why is there only darkness surrounding me? 

Maybe this is the abyss. 

| am breathing the abyss. | can feel it. It feels sticky in my lungs, makes my throat want to gag. 
Maybe | am dead. How else could it be? 

| feel numb and | can't move at all. | guess there is pain Somewhere, but | refuse to let it reach my 


conciousness. Not yet. 


Do | still have a body? 


What happened? 

| can't remember at all. It's like | lost all of my memories. Who am |? 

There is no name, no identity. No pictures, no sounds. There are just feelings | still can recall from somewhere 
but | can't really put my finger on it. 

| can't feel my bones. | can't feel my heart beating. 

The blood has all dried up. 

Maybe | enjoy it here. 

Here in the abyss. 

In darkness - l'm not even dead. 

It's kind of peaceful here. My mind finally finds a little rest. Yeah, | guess | could stay like this forever. No pain 
No dark thoughts. No fear and no anxiety. 

l'm not sad anymore. Not angry. Not depressed. Not desperate. And not hungry. 

| guess it's fine inside the abyss. | never thought the abyss could be as friendly as it now seems. 

| will stay here. 

In the dark abyss. 


Forever. 


eR 


"You still here?", Clemens raised his brow as he walked into the room, seeing his little brother sitting beside 
the bed. 

"No, you're seeing a ghost’, Ivo growled, then he sighed, "Where else should | be?" 

"At home. Getting some sleep. Or at least some rest, lvo", Clemens looked at him with concern, "You may not 
be a ghost, but you start to look alike to one. How long have you been sitting here?" 

"Doesn't matter", Ivo sighed, "I will not move. | will sit here as long as | need to. | will stay as long as.. as he 
needs me". 

Clemens sighed and sat down on a uncomfortable chair near the little table. Silently he looked at some flowers 
on the table. They were the only thing on it and they already started to decease. 

lvo most likely had forgotten to water them. 

Like Ivo had - most likely - forgotten everything around him. 

He had even grown a beard. It looked kind of funny on his pretty, young face, but Clemens would never mention 
that. Their conversation ended in silence. It always did these days. 

No matter how hard he would try to talk to his brother, Ivo would just refuse to answer. Or he would reply 
as shortly as possible. 

Now that there was silence again in the room, the disturbing sound of the beeping monitor could be heard as 
the only thing inside these shiny white walls. 

Clemens put a hand on lvo's shoulder and sighed again. 

"Get some rest, Ivo", he almost pleaded, "I will stay here with him". 

"No. He needs me to stay with him!" 

"You can come here again tomorrow. As soon as you got some sleep". 

"| said no. And no it is. And it will be no. | will be sitting here until he wakes up". 

lvo's tired eyes still stared at the pale face of the sleeping body under the thick white bedsheets. There barely 


wasn't a part of his body that wasn't connected to the monitor to trace every vital signs. 


The sight of his angel looking like this hurt Ivo to the core. 

Eyes closed, pale skin, no expression on his face. As if he was sleeping without dreaming. Almost as if he was-- 
no, lvo wouldn't finish this thought. 

He was in hospital now, so he was save, right? Everything would be fine, yeah? Why did his fingers still shake 
uncontrollably as he cradled one of Dennis' hands inside both of his. Softly he stroked the bony fingers, held his 
hand as tight as he could without hurting him. 


‘lam here for you, Dennis. | always will be". 


There's no place like home... 


Author's Notes: 
Alright, second chapter up! 
| originally had planned for a longer text, but now it turned out a similar word count like the first chapter and 


| thought "Why not shorter chapters more often?" and | kept it that way because it fit in like this. 


lvo came home late that night. 


He didn't even know how it got that late, he was just with Patrick in the studio checking on some pre- 
recordings for the new album, but eventually they got into some conversation and talked about completely 
other things and well.. 

He felt bad for coming home this late. 


It was shortly after midnight and just as he opened the door, he felt like something was terribly wrong, 


Some months ago, maybe half a year, when they moved in here, everything was fine. They were so excited 
about living together, finally, after visiting each other for years. 

Clemens used to say that this was a bad idea, but Ivo thought he was just afraid of being left behind. Not 

that they really thought it would happen. 

They could be in a relationship as well as being in a band together, even if they only were two of them and 
the band consists of three. But after all, Clemens was his brother. He would understand his love for Dennis, 
right? 

He would not judge him for being in love with their singer and guitarist. 

They were so close, nothing could tear the brothers apart, but Clemens was really annoyed by them making 
out sometimes. 


But after all, everything was alright. 


Or was it? 


lvo silently closed the door behind him. He didn't want Dennis to wake up, if he was asleep by now. Maybe he 
wasn't for he had troubles with getting enough sleep sometimes. And lvo felt guilty for letting him wait until 
he finally came home this night. 

He heard the sound of the television being turned on silently. The flickering light of the screen was the only 
thing he could see inside their dark living room. 

Everything just seemed alright. 

There was no sound except for the woman talking in the late night news. Talking about horrible things that 
happened around the world, just like every day. 

The world was cruel, but they had each other. 


Dennis must have just fallen asleep watching something in TV while waiting for him to come back. 


Ivo leaned in over the sofa to kiss his little angel good night. 


Maybe he would wake up and they could go to bed together, just to cuddle a little before falling back to sleep.. 


But then there was a horrible noise, the sound of breaking glass and lvo heard his own voice inside his head, 


his own screaming, everything went a bright color of red and then switched off to total darkness-- 
"NOOO! 

"Wake up!" 

"Don't you do this to mel" 

"Please wake up! 

"Please!" 

"Ivol Would you wake up already, | told you to go home and get some sleep?" 

Clemens shock his body by the shoulder, for he fell asleep on his chair in the hospital, just next to Dennis 


inside the bed. 


lvo started up from his sleep and rubbed his eyes to clear his vision 
Still here in that bright white room with the sound of the beeping monitor. 


Stricken by panic, he turned to Dennis, just to see him in the same place and the same expression as always. 
Every day. Every hour, now for what seemed like eternity. 

Nothing had changed. Dennis had not woken up. 

Still the sound of his vital signs, but nothing more. 

Oh, how he missed looking into his eyes.. 


Ivo looked at Clemens, who was standing beside him with a concerned look on his face. 


It was just a dream. 


The real nightmare continues in reality... 


